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To his sisters the young man added, " If they come in, put him
in the laundry chute."
With that he opened the door through which I had entered and
stood in the middle of the small, brick-walled yard, his face a study
in pure bewilderment and vacuity. The black woman, groaning
faintly, wiped quickly at the latch on which my bloody hands had
rested.
The ladies looked at each other. " Balsam of Peru," one of them
said. " I'll get it, darling."
" Yes, dearest," the other said, " and clean rags. I'll take him to
the laundry chute."
They both paused, listening, each with a hand upon my arm,
" What's all this ?" the pale, frail man asked querulously. " Can't
a man write letters in peace without people leaping in and out of his
back yard like confounded jumping jacks ? By Gad, sir, I demand an
explanation ! Who was that man ? What had he done ? "
" Didn't he go in this house? " an angry voice asked. I knew its
owner was staring down into the yard from the top of the brick wall.
" This house ! " my host cried. " He most assuredly did not! He
came over that wall into the yard and went out over the other wall.
Could he have been a Tory ? "
*f A murdering Tory spy 1 " the voice shouted. " Open the gate
and let us through your yard."
" I will indeed," I heard my benefactor say. There was the sound
of a bolt being shot. " Come in, come in, and here's a ladder I "
I heard no more, for the two ladies hurried me to a narrow flight
of stairs and pushed me up them into a room where the distant shouts
of my pursuers reached me only dimly. Here the two kind ladies,,
whom I knew only as "*Dearest" and "Darling," bandaged my
hands and shook their heads over the gashes in my clothes.
When their brother came in, he fingered the slits in my breeches
and waistcoat. " Where else are you hurt besides your hands ? " he
asked.
" Nowhere, much," I said. Then, as he seemed content to stand
and watch his sisters rub ointment on me, I added,<c What that man
said wasn't true. Pm not a murderer and I'm not a spy."
The man raised his eyebrows.  " He also called you a Tory.**
My narrow escape had made me irritable. " Tory! What in
God's name does it mean, anyway i Any man who runs contrary to
the wishes of the mob is called a Tory ! Anybody who wants to see
this country at peace again instead of divided and wrecked by a civil
war is called a Tory ! Every man of property who doesn't talk publidy
like a hypocrite and an idiot is called a Tory! What if he did call
me a Tory ? "